Nothing New.
From the dawn of Bpring till the year grows

llahl-;l; new lhll‘r.duu oy sald
The loaves are tal wnme old ¢
Mln.-—hu:lh. s

And ever and al the ! ehoras,
In: “Coming— Hying— tesh.

Never the round Earth roams or manges
Out of her cireuit, no old, so old;
Axnd the nmile of the san knows but theso

[ ] H
Beaming —buaraime—tondor—aold,
As the Boringtime softens or winter est ranges
The mighty beart of this orh ot gold.

Frow onr grest sire’s hirth to the
b ing,
There were tempost and sunsbing, fraik and
frost,
And the sea was oalm, ur the sos was shsking
Ite mighty mane like a lion orossed;
And ever this ery the hoart was making,
“Longing—loving—loming—lost."

Forever the wild wind wanders, erving,
Boutherly— Easterly —North and West;

And one worn song the fields are sighing
“Bowing—growing —harvest-—ront."

And the ta thonght of the world, roplying,
Liks» an echo to what in laat and hlest,
Murmuoars—"Heat "

last morn's

Heleoted,
-

No Time Lake the Old Time.

Y OLIVER WENDELL WOLMES,

There is no time like the old time, whon voan |
and 1 were young,

When the buads of April bDlossemed and birds
of Spring-time sung!

The garden's brightest glories by Bunmer sap
are nurmed ;

Dut, O the nwoet, swéet vielets, tho Howers
that opened fret!

There (s no place like the old place, where you
sud | wore born,
Where we lifted up our eyolids on the splend

ors of the maoru!

From the milk-white hreast that warmed us; I|
from the clinglog arms that hore,

Where the dear eyes glistened o'er us
louk on us no more,

that will l

There is no friend like the old frie.d
shared our worning days!

No greeting like his welosmne n bomage like
bin praise!

Fame is the scentless Hower, with gandy orown
of gold;

But friendship is the breathiog row
sweets in every fold.

There is no love like the old, thst
in our pride;

Thoogh our leaves are fulling, fulling, and
we re fading mide by side,

Thern are blossomas all around us with the ool
ovrs of the dawn,

And we live in borrowed sunshine when the
light of day is gone,

whio hus

with

we tourted

Thers are no timea like the old times—they
shall never be forgot!

There i= no place Hke the old place—keep green |
the dear old spot!

There are no friends like the old fricnds— may
Feavon prolong their lives' . |

There are no loves like the old loyes—God

bless our loviog wives!

AN IRISH IDYL.

From the Loudon Belgravia,

We had been out all night watching
the herring-fishers, hut as soon as the
work was over, and the faint glimmer-
ing of dawn appeared in the east, we
turned our boat's bow towands the
shore and pulled swiftly homewards
There lay the group of curraghs still
upon the scene of their labor, lomded
with phosphorescent fish and dripping
nets, and manned with crews of shiv-
eéring, weary men. The sea, which
during the night had been throbling
convulsively, was calm and bright asa
polished mirror, while the gaunt grey
cliffs were faintly shadowed forth by
the lustrous lght of the moon.

Wearied with the night's labor, 1 lay
listlessly in the stern of the boat, ls-
tening dreamingly to the measured
splash, aplash of the oars, and drink-
ing in the beauty of the acene arotnd
me—the placid sea, the black outline
of the hills and cliffs, amd silently
sleeping village of Storport.  Present-
ly, however, my ears detected anothe
sound, which came faintly across the
water and mingled softly with the
monotonous splashing of the oars and
the weary washing of the sea.

~[afit & mermnid singing¥” I asked,
sleaply. “The village maidens ure il

dreaming of their lovers ut this hour,
but the Midian Muaras sing of theirs.
Oh, ves, it must be o mermaid, fo
hark! the sound ls lssuing from Uhe

shore vonder, and surely no human
being l"i.\ﬁl‘n.‘-i‘rl it volee haltl so beauti-
ful!™

To my questions no ong vouchsafed
a reply, so I lay still half sleepily
listened to the plaintive walling of the
volce, which every monment
strongef. 1t came across the
like the low sweet sound of an JE

nda

harp touched by the summer brevze,
and as the boat glided swiltly on,
]\rnu”n_( It &Yer nenrer, ”1" i\';’:"l.i'
seene around  seemed suddendy o

brighten as if {rom the touch of a mag
feal hund.  Above me sailed the moon,

seattering pale vitrroms light around
her, and touching v ch ler eool, white
hand the mellow thate wed cabins, ly-
ing 80 secluded on the hill, the long
stretelk of sbhimmering  sand, and
fringe of fonm upon the slungle, the
peaks of the hills sillinetted against

the pale gray sky.
A white ow] passing across the bost

and almost brushing my check with
its wing aronsed me at length {rom
my torpor. The sound of the voice

Above my heand o foek of

hadd ceased.
seagulls sereamed, and as they

away | heard the whistle of the e
lew ; little putlins were floating thick
as bees around us, while rock doves

flew swiftly from the' caverns; and he
yond again the cbrmorants hlackened
the weed-covered rocks. The ~1-1.|~l_,
of our oars had for a moment created

A commotion; presently all enlmed
down again, and again I heard th
plaintive wailing of the wermaid’s |

Lian
HE]

voice, The voice, more wusical

ever, was at length so distinel

bring with it the wonds of the song

My Owen Bawn's halr is of » throad mold spur

Of gold in the shadow, of light in the sun;

All eurled in & conlun the bright tresses are

They make his hoad radient with beams like &
wtar!

My Owen Bawn's manitle is broad and is wide

Towrmp me np safe from the storm by his

LD

side;

ind I'd rather face snows=drift and winter
wind there,

bmn be among daisies and sunshine  els-
where.

y Owen Bawn Uon in a bold fisherman
) .E‘“ the atrong salmon In midst of the
nn,

And, rocked in the tempest on atormy Lough
Neajgh, |

Draws up the trout throngh the bumting of
wpray |

The voice suddenly ceasesed, and as |
it did so, I saw that the singer wns n
young girl who, with her hands clasped
behind her, and her face turned to the
moonlit sky, walked slowly along the
shore. Suddenly she paosed, and while
the sea kissed her bare feet, and the
moon laid tremulons hands  apon hey
head, began to sing aguin:

I have onlled my love Bot he atill A on
And his Lips ace an cold sa ~iny

1 have kissed them o'er and o1 i

1 have prensed his oheek V.l my burning

brow, .
And I've watebed o'er him <10 the day
Is it then troe that me ‘nore thoul't amile
0o Mo *
Art thou then lost to thy Moina?
1 onoe had & lamb my love gave ine
As the monntain snow ‘twas white:

| untl) only the echoes were heard.

Oh, bow l_hnu knows!
I decked it esch . ﬂ the myrtlo-rose,
With “flmﬂog'-' At night.

alew, and tore my lamb
e From iohu

They piercod the heart's core of poor Moina!
Asthe lnst words fell from her
tretuulous Hps, and the echoes of the
sweel voice fuded far away across the
sei the boat gliding gently on ran her
bow into the sand, pod 1, leaping out,
came suddenly faee to foce with the
loveliest vision I have ever beheld,

“Ia it o mermaid ¥ 1 asked mysell
again, for surely I thonght no human
being could be half so lovely,

1 saw o pale, madonna-like fuce, set
in u wreath of golden hair, on which
the moonlight brightened and darkened
like the shadows on a wind-swept sea.
Large Iustrous eves which gazed ear-
uestly seaward, then Mled with a
strange, wandering far-off look as they
turned to my fuce. A voung girl elad
in o peasant’s dress with her bare feet
washed reverently by the sighing sea;
her half parted Hjs Kissed by the breere
which travelled slowly shoreward ; her
checks and neck were pule as alabaster
#0 were (he little hands which were
sUll elasped half nervously bebind her;
and as ahe stood, with her eyes wander-
ing restlessly (irst to my face, then to
the dim lne of the horizon, the moon,
brightening with sudden splendor,
wraptl her from head to foot in a man-
tie of shimmering snow,

For o moment shestood gazing with
a far-awny look into my face then
with & sigh she turned away, and with
her face still tarmed  oceanward, her
hands still elasped behind her, wand-
ored slowly along the moonlil sands.

As she went, fading like a spiit
minonge the shadows, 1 heard again Lhe
low, sweet sound of the plivntive voice
which had come Lo me across the ocein
bt soon it grew fainter and fainter,

1 turmed to my bostman, who now
stood waiting for me to depart,

*Well, shawn, is it o mermaid 2™ 1
asked smlling,

He gravely shook his head,

“No, ver honor: "tis only o poor eol-
ven with a broken heart!” |

I turned and looked questioningly ot )

Hing, but he was gazing at the spot
whenee the figure of the girl disap- |
pearind,

“God Almighty risht the dead!™ |
anid, reverently raising his hat; “but
him that brought such luek to Nora

n

O'Connell deserved His eorse, Gaod
knows!"” |
This wmeigent, coupled with the

strange manner of my mian, interested
me, and 1 began to question him as to
the story of the girl whose lovely o

was still vividly before me But for
some renson or other lie ssemid Lo
b aliun thie subject, amd so for o time 1

Pt sis so0m as [ found
sented in the cozy
with a bright turf
and a hot punch
t my side, 1
Lo MV pres-

held my peace
myself comfortably
parior of the lodge
e blazh
alenming
stiinmoned my
ence, ¥

oNow, shawn,” 1 sald, holding forth
a Steaming goblet that made lus eves
sparkle like two he door,
druw vour chair ap to the lve, drink
ofl thns, and tell me the story of the
lovely eolleen that we saw to-night.”

“Would ver like to

1 before me
labde u
henelitman

on the

stars, “close {

T really

ftear?”

“L would: It will give me something |
to dream about, and prevent me Irom |
thinking* too mueh of her beantiiul |
face. |

Shawn smilal gravely. |

“Y er honor thinks her vretty » Well, |
then, ve'll believe me when 1 tell ye

that i ve wis to search the i'-lll.ll[]!l_\' |
at the present moment ve couldn’t find
a eolleenfto mateh Norah O'Connell. |
Wlien born  the neighbors
thonght she must be a fairy  ehild,; shie

was so pretty, and smadl and white ; and

shie was

when she got older there wasn't & boy |
in Sterport but would lay down his
life for he Bovs wid fortones and

boys widout fortunes tried to get her— |
andd, begeing ver honor's purdon, [ wint

myself in wid the rest. But it went |
the same wid us all: Noralh  just |
51 o and  sadd she didn’t want o
marry.  But one day, two years ago |
nOw, 0 thi= serapht. that Ilazy |
shanghraun, Mile Doughty, (God rvest

U came over from  Rallygally,

straleght to Norah, widout

his sonl

making up any mateh at wll, ssked her
to marry him,”

..\\'I'.I g |

“Well, ver honor, this time Norah
brightened up, and though she Knew
well enough that Miles was o dirty
blackguard widout a penny in the
world hongh the old peaple sald oo,
add there were plenty  fortunies in
storport waitin® on her e just went
ALAINSL ¢V one of them amnd sald she
must marey  Miles. olil peopls
pulled agunst her at t, but st last
Norah with her =mile® and pretty
wiys, won over Father Tom—who won
over the old people, LIl ot last thes
antd thoat 10 Mileg would go to the black
pits of Pennsylvania and earn the

money to buy a house .|“.n1 Lit ol Ll:lll.{l
he should murry her. |

Ile plaused, drd for i thme

gilener, Shawn  looKed

finto the fire: 1 Iy ik in oy ensy
chualr and earvelessly walehed  the
smoke whieh curled trom my eigar, |
el ns 1 didso I seemed to hear again

the wild plaintive voice of the girl as 1
lad heard it before thit night:

“1 have ealled my love, but he still sloepa on,
Aud lin lips are as cold s elay.

And ns the words of the song passed
Lhrough my mind, !hl‘} geamed 1o tell
me the sequel of the story.

“* Another of disastrous troe
love,” 1 said, turning to Shawn, and
when he lookeill puzzied 1 gadded, “ho
I shie s mowrning him*”

ver honor, he died; but i that
could forgive him.
poor colleen’s heart
| when lie

Cis
il
] oo
Yos,
wis all e dikl we
What broke the
wits that he shonld forgeét he
got to the strange land amd marry |
another colleen at the time he should
have married her. After that, it was
but right that he should die”

“Did he write and tell her he wils |
married ¥

“Write¥ Devil a bit,nor to tell he |
was dead neither, Here was the poor |
colleen watehing and waiting for him
for two whole years and wondering

what could keep him. But a few
months ago Owen Macgrath, a boy |
who hud gone away from the village
ong ago on account of Norah refusing

to warey him, eanie back again and |
told Norah that Miles was dend and
nsked her to marry him,  He hod made
lots of money and was ready to take n
house and a bit of Iand and to buy up
cattla if alie would but say the word to
him.”

“Well ¥~

"Well, yer honor, Norah lirst shook
her head and said that now Miles was
dead ‘twas as well for ber to die too,
AL this Owen spoke out ont and agked
where was the use of grieving so since
for many months before his death
Miles had been & married man, Well,
when Owen sald this Norah never

' mearf at histhroat, When the tarf-eut-

| singing songs upon the sands ¥

spoke a single

and her lips and face went white and
cold as clay, and ever since that day
she has been so strange in her ways
that some think she's not right at ail,
On moonlight nights she creeps oul ofs)
the house and walks by the sea singing
them strange old songs: then sh
looks out as if expecting him Lo come
to her—and right or wrong she'll never
look at another man!"”

As Shawn finished, the hall elock
chimed five: the Inst [spark had faded
from my cigar, the tarf fell low in the
grate; so I went to bed to think over
the story alone.

During the three days which fol-
lowsd this midnight adventure, Stor-
port was visited by a deluge of rain,
but on the fourth morning 1 looked
from mv window to find the earth bask-
ing in summersunshine, The sky wis
a vault of throbbing blue, Hecked here
and there with waves of suminer
cloud, the stretches of sand grew
golden in the sun vays, while the satu-
rated hillls were bright as if from the
smiling of the sky. The sight revivi-
fied me, and 48 soon s my breakfast
was over | whistled up my*® dogs and
strolled out into the air,

Iow bright and beautiful everything
looked after the heavy rain! The
ground was spongy to the trewd; the
dew still lay heavily upon the heather
and long grass; but the sun seemed to
be sucking up the moisture from the
bog. Evervbody seemed to be ont that
day ; and most people were busy. Old
men drove heavily laden donkeys along
the muddy road: voung girls carried
their creels of turf neross the bog; and
by the roadside, close to where 1 stood,
the turf cutters were busy,

1 stood for a while watching them at
their work, and when I turned to go |
saw for the tirst time thot [ head not
been alone.  Not many yands from e
stood o tgure watching the turf cut-
ters, too. =

A young man dressed like a gro-
tesque figure for a pantomime; with
high boots, felt hat cocked rakishly
over one eve, and a vest composed of
ull the colors of the rainbow. His big
brown fngers were profusely bedecked
with brass and steel rings, a massive
brass chain swung from his waistcoat,
and an equally showy pin adorned the

ters, pausing suddenly in their work,
anzed ut him  with wonder in their
eyes, he gave d peculiar smile and ask-
el with n strong Yankee aceent if
they conld tell him where one Norah
O'Connell lived ;hie was a stranger here
and brought her news from the States!
In a moment adozen Gogers were out-
streétehed to voint him on, and the
stranger, again smiling strangely to
himself, swaggered away. | stoml for
atime amd watched him  go, then 1 too
sauntered on. I turned off from the
road, erossedd the bog, and made direet
Tor the sen-shore,

I s Been walking there for some
quarter of an hour, when suddenly a
huge shadow wins flung  across my
pith, and looking up 1 again beheld
the stranger.  Iis hat was pushed
back now, and 1 saw for the first thme
that his face wis handsome.  His
cheeks were bronzed and weather-beat-
en, but his features were finely formed,
and on his head elustered o maes of
curling chestnut hair, He was flushed

s I with excitement; he cast me @
hurried glance and disappeared.

Pive minutes after, a5 1 still stowd
wondering ot the strange behavior of
the mun, my ears were greeted with a
shrieck which pierced my very hedrt.

Running in the direction whence the
sound proceeded, 1 rénched the top of
a neighboring sund-hilland guzing into
the valley below me 1 again eheld
the stranger. This time his head was

wonl_.Tut her teeth set |

ire—Rhts arms were ontstretehed, and
he held npon his breast the hali-faint-
ing form of o lovely girl whom 1 had
last beheld in the moonlight. While 1
stoodd hesitating as to the ntility of de-
seending, 1 saw the girl gently with-
draw from his arms, then elnsping her
hands around his neck, fell sobhing |
on his breast

“Well, Shawr, what's the news®" 1
asked that night when Shawn rushed
excitedly into my room. For a time
he could tell me nothing, but hy dint
of u few well .I]'l'il-‘d questions 1 soon
extracted from him the whole story.
It amounted to this: that working for
two vears Hke a galley-slave in the
black pits of Pennsylvania, with noth-
ng but the thought of XNorah to help
him on, Miles Dooghty found himself
with enough to warrant his |
coming home,; that he was about to re- |
turn to Storport, when unfortunately, |

Oney

| the day before his intended departure, |

i shaft in
and he was

the coulspit fell upon him
left for dead; that for
many months he lay il but as soon
us he was Ut to truvel he started for
home,  Arrived at Storport, he was as- |
tonished (o find that no one knew him
andd he wis about to pass himself ||!'|"
a5 riend of his own, when the news
of Iiis reported death and Noralh's sor-
row so shoeked i that he determined
to make himselfl known at once.

“And Gad help the villain that told
her he was married,” coneluded Shawn,
“Tor he swears he'll kill h m as soon as
Norih—God bless her'—comes out
the fever that she's in to-night.”

Just three months after that night
I found myself sitting in the hut
where Noruhh O'Connell dwelt, The
vabin wus illuminated so hrightly that
it looked like a spot of fire npon the
The rooms in the house were
erowded, and withont dark figures
gathered as thick as bees in swarming
time,  Miles Doughty, elad rather less
gaudily than when I first beheld him,
moved amidst the throng with bottle
and glnss, pauging now and again to
look affectionately at Norah, who, dee-
orated with bridal fowers, was dane-
ing with one of the straw wen who
hid come to do honot at her marringe
fenst. When the dance was ended she
came over and stood beside me.

“Nornh,” 1 whispered, “do yon re
metmber that night when I heard you

W

Her face flashed brightly upon me,
then it grew grave—then her
led with tegrs,

“My dear,” T added, “I never meant
lopiin you. 1 only want von to sing |
A sequel Lo those songs to-night ™

She Janghed lightly, then she spoke
rapidly in Drish, and  merrily sang the |
wiell-known lines—

O the marringe, the marriage, |

ryes |
’ |

With Jove amd me bouchal for me
The ladies that cide In s carrisge
Might snvy my martiage to me.’

Then she wus laughingly carried off
to join in another dance,

I joined in the fun till midnight,then,
though the merriment was still at its
height, 1 quietly left the house ay
hastened home. As I Jeft the cabin
stumbled aeross a figure which
hiding behind a turf-stpek. ol
hight of my barning tucf
the features of Oweg
slunk awny when
never sinee that g
In Storport,

[l

Mr. Seymour's Sentimenus,

The New York Times devoles over
thirteen columns to a kindly review of
the eareer of its old political adversary
Ex-Governor Seymour, who has now
permanently vetired from publie life,
Such tributes to political Gpponents do
much tosoften the asperity of partizan-
ship and nreall too rave, Whatever ma
be thought of the retired politieal Tead-
er and his career, there ean be but one
opinion of the following just and hu-
mane sentiments to which he glves
utterance ;

“And during all these yeurs and
through all these struggles, have you
had any one alm or end in view*" |
asked the Governor when he had fin-
ished the recital. His ready response
WS

“Yes; yes indead, and it yon like, 1
will tell you just what it has been.”

“I should like very much to hear,”
was, of course, my reply, and he went
on:

“1 have aimed to take an interest in
everything In this world with which 1
hid o right to concern myself. Dur-
ing n long life I have learned that
people who have the happiest and
healthiest minds take an active part in
everything which coneerns their com-
munity, their State or the country at
large. A proper interest and sympa-
thy for others gives men vigorous
minds and & broad view, while selfish
views tend to contract even great in-
tellects. A thoroughly selfish man
must in the end, be a thoroughly un-
happy one.

“The study of men has taught me
still another great truth. It is that,
while their conditions as to wealth,
the charucter of their homes wnd sur-
roundings are very different, the vari-
ety of worlds they live in is still more
varied. Money may {ix the character
of a man's house, but only intelligence
and culture can give beauty and in-
terest to the sphere or world in - which
he passes his life. Every single ob-
ject on this earth is of value to those
who know its charncter, its history,
and its nge, while those who are igno-
rant of these things take no interest
even in the choleest productions of na-
ture, To one man the heavens are
filled with great systems of mighty
worlds, Toanother the skies are sim-
ply 0 wmuch blue space dotted with
bright, but to them meaningless points
of light. To one the earth is an exhaust-
‘ess museum, giving endless subjects
for study, thought, and happiness; to
another it is simply a clod in which to
g ow pbtatoes and eabbages,

Appreciating and acting on these
familiar truths, I decided at an early
age to take an active interest in every-
thing that conceined the general we
fare, and, abeve all, to keep my mind
vigorous and sympathetic. I determin-
¢d to know something, no matter how
little, regarding every object or subject
which came under myv notice. 1 did
nol seek to be learned in & high degree
with regard to any of these things, but
1 did seek from my own labor and
the labors of others to gain a reascna-
bly elear coneeption of the progress of
seience ana the ends it has gained. 1
helieved that by doing so, while life
Tasteddl, no matter what change of
health or fortune came,l would be able
to {ind some subject, or object in the
world by which I might be interested
and rendered content.”

Referring to his last conversation
with Mr, Marcy, Gov, Seymour sald!
“That last interview with the good,
great man who had been my life-long
wriemd impressed me deeply, 1 then
made up my mind that no man should
chieat himself out of the repose of his
old age. In his last days, if his life
il not been a barren one, it seemed
to me Lhat every man should have
much to think of, that he should de-
vote himself te such thought and to
such usefulness in his private circle as
e might be fitted for. It is for these
veasons that I have determined not to
aceept pablie station.”

e ———
Fechter as a Farmer,

About four vears ago Fechter pur-
chased a fiftv-seven-ancere farm near
Ouakerstown, Pa, and went to live

there with his wife, nee Lizzie DPrice,
herselfl an actress.  His experience in
the agrienltural line was not marked
with that brilliant success which for
a quarter of a century before nttended
Lis career on the stage.

The [lelds of his new farmm were di-
vided by a neat snake-fence, “stake nnd
rider” they eall it there, and a similar

barrier was at the limit of his new do- |

main.

“AhLl” sald Fechter, “people wre slow
aud stupid.  In England and France a
gentleman farms. Take away
fences.” :

“What, the line tence, tou?

“Yes, sirrah ; and now.”

But the hired man, equally coneerned
with the new owner in the line fenee
on one side and another man who stomd
in the same relation on the other side,

sald no—very sternly no, although they |

were willing Feteher shonld put a
hoard fence in the stead of the old one.
Down came the partition fences, how-
ever, and orchard and garden, wheat-

tield and cornfield, meadow and graz- |

ing paddock became as one big lield.
With stock to pasture and grain to
grow within the great inclosure, the
farmer may see that, although fields
might blend, the treatment bLestowed
by cattle upon a growing pateh of
corn, although pleasant for the Kine,
was not kind to the corn. 1t so proved
al least, and while the cattle thrieved
the grain crop prospered not, and for
three years Fechter's cattle have been
tethered to a post.— Pittsbury Chrond-
4'?!.

- - —*._

The following bit of dialogue oo-
curred between a Briton recently ar
rived inour home of freedom and one
of those sterling citizens of the Wa-
shoe region who have such an oasy
and winnning griace of manner:

“Deal me, this is disgusting,” (hold-
Ing up his knife and gazing fixedly at

its poant), "This is eithaw the second
{or the third hair<I think it's the
e

third —that I've found in the buttal!

“You've not been in "Meriea long |
Judge ¥

“No, sir: 1
morning.”

“1 thought so; otherwise you would
not have complained of halrs In the
butter.”

“Not complained of hairs in the but-
ter!  You surprise me, sir. How
cotild 1 do otherwise ™

*Those hairs, sir, are natural to Wa-
shoo butter; in Washoe the white

arrived liere yesterday

Lhose |

Mok THE CHILDREN.
L —
Meadow Talk.

A bumblie boe, yollow ws gold,
Hat perched on n red-clover to

When a grassbiopper, wiry and ur:l.
vame slong with a skip aml s bop,

You weem Lo have come to n wtap,”

“We peogle that work."”
Bald the hee with a jerk,
“Find » benefit sometimes in stopplug;
Only inseots like you,
Who bhave noshing te do,
Can keep up a porpetonl hopping.”

The grasahopper paused oo his way,
And tl htfully hunohed up

“Why trouble this sunshiny day ™
Quoth he, “with reflections ke these?

I follow the trade for which | was msdo;
Weall oan't be wise bumble bees,

“Thare's a time to be and,
And s time to be glad;
A time both for working and stopping;
For men to make money,
For you to make honey,
And for me to do nothing bat bopping.”

—Bt. Nicholas,

knoes ;

The Fly Family,

Well, this 1y, of course, had & moth
ar-fly, and she laid a lot of very small
shiny, brownish-white eggs, and when
each one of these little eggs hatclied,
there came out s funny litle yellowish-
white miggot, not very active but very,
very hungry. The appetite that * hese
little fellows have is something really
wonderful, amd this it is that helps
them (o be of such good use Lo man,
For while they sre maggots they live
around the barns, and eat up old de
caying material that is filling the air

with peisonous gases which might
bring siekness to a great many of us,
One hittle maggot could not eat  very

much of course; but there are so many of
them, that what they all eat amounts
to a great many hundred wagon-loads
every year. This is the good work
that the fly spoke of when he said that
he had done a great deal for us before
he became a fly; and you see he was
right. After the little maggot has ent-

he is about & third of un inch long.
i He then becomes shorter and stouter,
'thpﬂt':llirll{. remains quiet, and in a
few davs changes into a small, dark
reddish-brown chrysalis, about a guar-
| ter of an inch long. He only lives
| from eight to fourteen days nchrysalis,
and then, some bright morming, the
skin erncks all along tae back, and out
comes Mr, Fly. Ile is a little st and
lazy at first; he comes out drowsily,
| stretehing his legs, and slowly wiaving
his wings, after his long sleep of nearly
two weeks, DBut the warm sunlight
soon takes the cramp out of all his
| joints, and, spreading his wings, he
takes his first ight.—St Nicholos,
——

Green's

Johnny Experiment,
| Little John Green of Louisville, Ky,
hiaving heard how onee upon o time
Benjamin Franklin experimented with
a kite, resolved to do something m that
line himsell., His idea was to test the
relutive strength of his Kite and his pet
pigeon, with the design of basing sowe
grand invention upon the result, So
he took Kite and  pigeon, and  wended
his way to the nearest common several
days ago. He ran the kite apto the
limit of 200 vards of cord, the
blowing a stiff breeze from the northe-
| west the while. Then taking the

pigeon from the basket, he tied the
‘ bird by the leg to the end of the Kile-
| string which he hiad held In  his hand.
| The pigeon, fecling halt flew
| towards home, which was directly

nguinst the wind, The resistance of the
| Kite caused his flight to tend upwand,
and, in turn, the efforts of his wings

1

e,

“Good-morvow " egied hie, "My, Bumble Bee! | 2
| sminll seale,

THE HOUSEHOLID
g

A Chapter on Honsekeeping.

| BY FLORENEK 1. BIRNEY,

Houskeeping ts admbmstyation on
b includes the eapacity
for wnnanging ehildren  and  servants,
and of exercising economy il necessi-
ry. Yetagivlis not eenerally given
any preparation for the life of a house-
keeper, though it may be cheerfully
conceded by her parents that such will
probably be ber destiny, The average
school course containg nothing that
will fit her to be the head of a houses
hold, with its complex duties and re-
quirements. There is much of the

power in o home in knowing how

ef, in plaby Hoen aod bholland, orna-
mented with perpendicular strips of
the materinl, vandyked at the wlges
and slashed at Intervals down the cen-
tre, to thread in and out & bright-col-
ored ribbon,  Lining is essentisl, both
for strength and set, except with u pai-
Lieniarly stout materinl the backings
usually employed arve unbleached ealion
and what is known to upholstersrs ns
lomgeloth lining.

Sofw-covers, though of larger propor-
Lions, follow the foregoing rules. They
include also the squab, pillow, wiwl
sometimes  bolster cases. The squub
case s shmple enongh to, ent out, hut
requires particular neatness of execu-
tion in order that the joining of the
breadihs may lenve no ugly lne.  The
wrrangement of the pattern too, is all
important ; it sliould mateh so exactly
that each strip or trail on the valance

| cook, or Lo divect others how it shsll
| bedone  If the dinner is u failure the
musioc of the piane will not briog

f

en all he can and has grown all he can, |
| they will see that 1t is sellish and eruel

soothing to the mind of the nushand,
He willfind his wife's sweetest styains |
but discord, while the recollection of |
thi overdone or underdone joint and |
heavy bread is fresh in his recollection, |
It appears to me_ that the surest
method of  sowing broadeast gowd
housekeepers through the land, is to
It the girls of each household assume |
in turn the responsibilities of the
housekeeping, Lot them have in sue- |
cession, i month at & time, charge of
the cooking, the chamber work, the
mending, and under proper supervis |
fon the buving for the family.  There |
will be no mistake about their knowl- |
edge then, They will have learpesd |
evervthing from experience, amd, us
we ill know, experience is 4 very com- ‘
petent teacher  Let us suffer for a |
mistuke and we do not vepeat it.  The
judgment and diserimination will be
well developed by such  training, and
though the girls may turn up their
pretty noses at this plan, they will live
to thank *Mother” for the wisdom |
which dictated the course. |
Mothers may argue that it is easier |
todo the work themselves thun to |
tench their young dusughters how to |
doft.  DBut if they reflect for a moment

|
to allow children to grow up in igne
rance of the grave duties which the
future assuredly holds for them.

Whiat wonder that the voung bride,
who in her days of girlhood never
bought a plece of meat nor saw the in-

| side of 4 market, should on heginning

| husland to board *

wind |

hiousekeeping for herself make .many |

lamentabile mistakes. which are so ex-
pensive a8 frequently to  decide the
How is she, never
tanght, to know goml

having been

tlour from bad, poor sugur frown fine, |
tender meat from tough, or what the |
price should be for each article? Is it |

any wonder that she clieated on |
every hand and is ever at the bottom
of her purse ? She of course goes to
“Mother™—if  she  can—with lien
troubles, but it s too late for the |
mother to render much ald, he |
voung honsekeeper mnst learm by ex- |
perience, which is very dearly bought |
sometimes, |
Trouble aud failure of this sort are |
apt to enst w shadow  over the married |
life of the voung eouple.  Men tuke it
for grunted that their wives know
how to muiuge o household, and they

s

can make no excuse for failures, par-
ticularly If it affects their pockets
very seriously. The yoang wife, ae-

customed all her life to be consideral
and petted, thinks her husband posi-
tively brutal when he finds faull, and
tegrs and repronches only  muke maot-
ters worse, and the shadow over the
household grows very dark indeed,
Ah! the ivst yeur or two of married

| life, before experience has put things

eansed th «Kite to siail higher in thel

alr, Fora while the bird seemed to
have the best of the struggle, making
glow Progress for at least a Bquure, bt
| in spite of all efforts to take a direct
course, lving higher and hgher, Af-
ter the bird haud reached an atitude of
perhaps 400 feet, the Kite beng about
100 feet higher still, it was plain that
the latter had greatly the advantage.
It was flesh, blood and feathers pgninst
the untimug winds. Unable to con-
tinne the strain, the pigeon changed
his course to one side, thos slackening
the string and cansing the kite to fall,
| slanting from side to side in a helpless
| sort of way. DBuat feeling free again,
the pigeon onee more made o break for
home, when, the striug being pulied
taut, the kite, with a spring, gluncing
in the sun a thing of life, rose rapidly
| and gracefuly from its former level
soon both bivd and kite became mers
specks, and ot Iast, vanishing In the
southwestern sky, left Jolinny to weep
over his unexpected loss.  Next morn-
ing, when the Hittle fellow went to look
in his empty cote, therc stood the
plgeon, nodding his head in pride,
had broken from the Kite, s piece of thy
string still hanging to its leg,
—-—
Johnny's Essay on Crocodiles.
Mister Jonmiee, wich hus got the
wuden leg, says theres o dile wich was
[ & sho, and it was ina pond,  Mr., Jon-
| mice he set nni'm- edge of the pomd a
| watehing the dile swim, but the keper
he sed, the Keper did | “Beter look out
for yure legs, sir, this ere dile is power-

fle fond of legs, and he don't get men-
ny here, pore fellow,”
so Mister Jonniee lie tuke off his

wuden leg and hid it. and wen ‘he
keper cum round agin Mister Jonniee
he sed: “Youn was rite about that
dile.”

The kepor helooked and was nstone
ish, and he sedd: “Shant I run fora
doctor#”

Then Mister Jonmies he thot 0 wile
and bime by e sed: “No, 1 don't
think I wude, not for a wile yat, enny
how. Diles is nse to overeatin® their-
selfe”

The keper he sed: “You are
ecovlest man, wots left of yon, whieh 1
have ever saw.”

Mister Jonnice he  sed:
have all wavs went on the principle its
no use ervin for yure leg off, but Ide
benighted blighed to vou for o drink
of whisky."

Wen the keper had brot it, Mister
Jonnice put on his wuden leg agin,
and was a standing up lookin at the
dile, and the keper he wus astonisher
than ever, patickler wen Mister Jon-
nice séd he had ben standing thers a
onr and had never seen him before,

One time there was o rinosy rose
met a cammle, and it sald, the rinosy
rose dicd: “If 1 had sech & xeresence
on my back like thatn of vourn Ide hav
a operption priormed.”

The cammle it sed: “Taint very

sage createstlair,  In u country where
coOWs !

ou )

prot thids wfack, but seems to
: Do Jest the kind wich ot to
t xcregences.”

¥ the ¥ burth
4

) obeag

ke

It |

| thrown WWay ; pieces ol bresd go Into

the |

“Wel, 1|

stradght, wny e very dark Tor both
husband and wite I the girlhood of
the latter hns nol been spent under o
judicions mother, who has had an eve
to the future of her danghters and
acted accordingly.

I know a yvoung lady who, on st |
attempting housekeeping, undertook to
roast a pair of chickens, attending to
their elemning amd  singeing herself,
They came to the table & beantiful
delicate brown, sand she looked proudly
at her husband, expecting his commens-
dation, He waited, however, 1o lest |
the fowls before praising the cooking, |
unil it is us well that he did so, for at |
the first cut he made, corn went tlyiong |
all over the table. She iud forgotten to |
take out the crop. In fact, had oot
Known that chickens hal crops

!‘;I"‘”"‘il_‘! in l-lnkllil.,: does nol con-
sist 1n the nse very little of what
are called the necessaries, but vather in
getting up even the sitgplest dishes in
such & manner 48 not only Lo taste it
to ook well, Some houspkeepers pose
sess Lhs faenlty in a remarkable de-
gree, OLhers are totally without it
And there 15, too often, waste which |
might be avoided by exercising a little
forethought and care.  Meat is thrown
aside which might be hashed : the flonr
is siftad In o wosteful manner; soap
19 1eft In waler to dissolved ; sugar is
spilled from the barrel; apples decay
for want of looking over; pmecrust is
left to sour; bones, gomd for sonp, are

the swill buckel, and & hundred such
little ways is the sunstance of the
housshold wasted, The importance of
economy in small matters is too little
considerad. It is seldom that the wife
can in any other way help her husband,
and it is her duty to lghten his lowld
by exerclsing economy, if seonomy
any consideration to him,— American
uttteatar,

8

Home Upholstery.

Chadr-covers, like erumbecloths, serve
Lwo ends—preserve the freshness of |
new furniture, or conceal the shabbij-
ness of old,  In either case they form |
an important feature of the apartment, |
and therefore merit a careful selection.
For lightness and delicacy, preference |
Is given, in washing fabrics, to Liny-
owersd patterns on white and pale |
gruy grounds, or hollands and linens
Z rded with searlet and blue twill.
These, however, soil too rapidly for
general use, and it is more advisable to
choose follage designs or sprays on
dark green, red and blue grounds, The
two latter are the most perfectly in- |
grain, Green, a8 o rule, tarns yellow
after the first wash.

For ensy or wicker chales, iU is usual
to make a loose cover or slip. which
pusses completely over the chair; but
smaller ones require merely a covering
for the stuffed seat. There are three
kinds of loose covers, A sort of chair-
shaped bag, an lmproved substitute
lor the dusting sheet; the more closely-
litting cover, tustened at the back or
slde; and a slmilar one which drops
right over and & adjusted by tape
strings, the latter being almost exclu-
sively reserved for cane and wicker
chalrs. The best materials for these
include oretonne, chintz, poplin, linen,
drill, holland, erumlecloth, erash, ete.
Occasionally covers are more or leas
laborately adorned with embroidery,
slther bands, medallions, bouguets, ete.,

meels unbrokenly the corresponding
one on the border, und continues thence
off the upper side of the squab and sofa
buck. One side of the squab case is
left open to admil the squab, and after-
ward neatly felled, tied or buttoned.
Fur the latter, turn down a broad hem
on the overlapping side, run a steip on
the under side, anil place the buttons
and button-holes, as alrendy  explained

] in chair-covers.

Sent-coverings take on the average
nbout threequarters of a yurd of thirty-
six-inch material. Procure an exact
pittern of the shape, chulk it, and eul
it out on the chintz, silk or damask,
with quarter-ineh turnings  Measure
oll u border, which, with a narrow hem
shall reach just fo the edge of the
woodwork frame. Stitch to the seat
with or without cording, nick out for
the back legs, and take the slits, Curve

| out spaces for the front legs, and fasten

the cover to the chair by strings tied
underneath at the legs. In another
plan the border projects an inch be-
youd the chairv frame, and o tape, run
through the hem, is tied round one of
the back legs. Sometimes a fancy chair
will display, at the back, a kind of
stuffed medallion in needle-work, yelvet
silk, ete. A handy mode of covering
this is to cut out & round in ehint, ete.,
rather wider than the ornament in cir-

 cumference, and through the hem in-

sert w tapé. Trim the edge with a
guffered ruching, place the chintz over
the medallion, draw up the tape and
concenl the tie by a bow or rosette,
For convenience the chintz is often
merely tacked béneath the ruching
The same plan is adopted for elbow
coverings—Art Amatenwr,
Secret ol
The secret of beauly is health, Those
who desire to be beautiful should
do all they can to restore their health
if they have lost it, or to keep it il they
have it vet. Noone ean lay down specit-
ie rules forother people in these mat-
ters. The work which one may do, the
rest he must take, his baths his diet,his
exercise are matters of indivaal consid-
eration , Imt they must be earefully
thoughit of and never neglected, As
rule,when o person feels well he looks
well.and when he looks bad he feels i
s o general thing. There are times
when one cotld guess, without looking
in the glpss, that Lhis eves wereduall il
skin wis mottled. This is 2ol o chse
for soqnething in & pretty bottle from
the perfumer’s, or for the lotion that
the  cirenlars praise so highly, To
havea fresh complexion and bright
oyes, even to have white hands and @
griaceful lgure, voun must be well.
Health and the happiness that usually
coties with it are the true seerets "ol
beanty.—uarterly Review.

The Beaut:

Trifles.

Aprowed thing—A ship.

Opinions are still cut bias.

Breechies of trust—LUnpaid for pants,

The covn-tishis ||"|\'v A ATeW-S0T
look.

Happiness s a
sky-rocket,

People call vou deer when they would
lawn upwm

star,  enjovment a

get 82 4 dny.

Chicago policemen
No elubibing rates.

There is somme sense, of course, in o
blacksmill's striking for wages,

There is a4 great many people who
will never go to heaven unless they ean
2ot excursion rates,

Why ought women to be grateful to
Lhe letter 8% Answer—Beeanse it
makes needles nesdless,

It was # wise and cunning Jew who
sald, “Itell you vat it ish, 1 bnys my
experience fresh every day.”

"Tis passing strange hat dnid all
the mistakes of the world noludy ever
passedd o guarter for a twenty-cent
e,

Pera hiss found o way to protecl her
money from being counterfeited. she
has made it worth less tlan the blank
AT

The Boston Lranseript savsthe most

. s ¥ :
popular bathing costume in France this
yvear is an umbrelln, How s It wld-
Justed ¥

The buby who pats his toes in his
mouth is almost the only person who
in these hard times manages to make
both ends meet,

*There is no rule without an exeep
tion, my son,” “Oh, Isn't there, pa?
A man must always be present when
he is being shaved.”

“T haul no time to stufl the chicken,
apologized a landludy to her boarders,
“Never mind, madam, it's tough enough
as it is," replied one of them.

A tar-sighted miss of seventeen Sum-
mers has concluded to marry a big man
for her first husband, and a little one
for the second, so that she can cut the
ciothes of the fbirst down, and make
them over to his sncoeessor,

“Do you mean 1o say you have eyver
seon o smaller man ?” said the friend :
and he soon had his answer.  “My dea
fellow, 1T know a man so small that if
he has a pain he ean't tell whether he
hias a sore throat or a stomachache”

Mudame Denis, Voltaire's nlece, who
was one day modestly deprecating
praises for her acting In Zaire, said,
“One onght to be young and beautifnl
for that,” “Ah! madame,” replied her

wellb-meaning fatterer, “vou have
proved the contrary.”
In a current magazine story the

hieroine says to the hero, “choose, Henry,
between me and the wine cup.” A
most sensible request, young woman.
A mun who doesn’t believe that a miss
s a8 good ns smile and a thousaml
times better, don't deseryve to win her,

Slightly  Doubtful Compliment.—
Actor (who has ay in the first
pleee):  “Oood evening, May I take
the seat next you¥" Lady: “Certain-
ly: but don't you a rany more to
night?" Actor: “No” Lady: *Oh,
I am so glad! Pray sit down”




